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Summary: 


Saturos and Menardi practice a new trick in preparation for 
Venus lighthouse, but said trick turns out to be more difficult 
than they thought. 


Fusion Dance 


"No no, not like that," Menardi groaned as she threw her 
hands up in exasperation. 


"As if you have the right to say that," Saturos groaned. 
"You're the one who messed up this time." 


"Am | now?" She hissed back at her partner, shooting him at 
death glare. "Do | have to remind you who lost their focus 
right in the middle of it again?" 


It was a good thing that the two of them were standing in a 
small forest clearing out of earshot of the rest of the group. 
For one, it saved them a good amount of ridicule from Alex. 
Secondly, Jenna wasn't there to giggle at their missteps 
meaning that Menardi also wouldn't threaten her in a fit of 
more or less justified rage, further slowing things down. The 
downside, at least from Saturos's perspective, was that there 
was no one else to take the brunt of Menardi's fury at their 
failed attempts. 


Still, he was also making plenty of remarks of his own, so he 
figured that it was mostly fair. While he did endure the 
greater share of verbal abuse he was also accustomed to the 
fact that his partner possessed a fiery temper. 


Menardi sighed and rolled her eyes at him. Then she shook 
her head and extended her arms in his direction once more. 
"Okay, let's give it another try. But I'll have your head if you 
mess this one up, understand?" 


"Hardly any point in planning for the next battle if that'll be 
the outcome. I'm afraid you'll have to take my head several 
times over at this rate," Saturos chuckled. 


"What part of this is funny exactly?" Menardi shot him 
another glare. 


"Calm down. We'll have this figured out by the end of the 
day. It's only natural that we need to do some training, after 
all neither of us has done this before." 


Menardi cocked her head at Saturos's response, but she 
didn't look entirely convinced. "How hard could it be? It's in 
our blood." 


He raised his arms and took her hands in this. "That may be, 
but that doesn't mean we would automatically know how to 
pull off every step." 


She grimaced at his comment but said nothing. He did have 
a point and she couldn't deny it even if she didn't like the 
point itself. They both remained silent as psyenergy began 
to gather around their hands and gradually enveloped the 
two of them. Soon the only thing visible was a light that was 
ever-expanding. 


A curse broke the silence and the light instantly vanished. 


"| can't believe you! You did it again," Menardi pulled her 
arms back, clenching her fists as she did so. "You're not 
letting me tap into your energy. Why do you keep blocking 
me off?" 


"I'm not," Saturos grumbled, his gaze pointed down at the 
grass beneath them. He was also growing frustrated at their 
succession of failed attempts. This was supposed to be their 
trump card, but it wasn't much of an asset if they couldn't 
pull it off even in ideal conditions. 


"Well, | think it's your fault because you're being too 
defensive." Menardi huffed and sat down on a nearby rock. 


"At this rate regular combat training would benefit us far 
more." 


Saturos shrugged and sat down on the grass next to her. 
"Maybe this just means that it's time for a break. Burning 
through that much psyenergy in such a short time is pretty 
exhausting." 


She rubbed her temples and grimaced. "We don't have the 
luxury of time. The world is ending and none of these people 
have the sense to realize that. The only thing we can count 
on is our strength. How am | supposed to not feel 
frustrated?" 


Saturos drew closer and put an arm around his partner. 
"Trust me, I'm frustrated too. What we're doing... it's 
thankless work and there originally were supposed to be a 
lot more of us." 


Her expression turned grim at that. "If only we had known at 
Sol Sanctum... Things could have been so different." Then 
she smiled wryly as a new thought popped into her head. "I 
suppose the upside is that none of the more inexperienced 
ones are here to slow our pace." 


Saturos nodded in agreement. "Indeed, and traveling in a 
smaller group does attract less attention." 


Menardi sighed deeply and leaned forward. "Who am | trying 
to fool? As if any of that makes up for the losses we suffered 
that day." She punched the rock she was sitting on. "If 
only..." 


"Wallowing won't do us any good." Saturos said in a firm 
tone and stood up. "For their sake, let's try again. I'll try to 
be more... receptive." Not that he exactly understood what 


he was doing wrong. He hoped that the subsequent tries 
would allow him to figure it out. 


Menardi firmly shook her head. "No, if we continue in this 
manner we're bound to face the same end result every time. 
Something's eating at you. Tell me." 


He hung his shoulders in dejection and slumped back down. 
There didn't seem to be any way around telling. "I lost at 
Mercury lighthouse. What if the same thing happens here?" 


She sighed and reached out to stroke his cheek with a smile 
on her face. "It won't. You faced them in a weakened state 
and alone. This time we'll both be fighting." 


"But-" he began but was cut short by Menardi putting a 
finger to his lip. 


"Shh. You have to trust me. Where did that usual confident 
self of yours go? We've already made it this far and even 
though those youths may have grown we still possess far 
more combat experience." She lowered her finger and 
cocked her head with a confident smirk. "Besides, now that 
you already know their fighting styles that's one more 
advantage for us." 


"You're right. After all, we're the greatest that Prox can offer. 
If anyone can complete this journey it's us." Saturos 
straightened his posture and stood once more. He offered his 
hand to Menardi and pulled her back up on her feet. 


"Right?" Menardi smiled. "Now, let's try once more." 


Again they stood facing each other in the middle of the 
small clearing, arms extended and their hands touching. 
Menardi looked at Saturos who nodded back at her and they 
began once more. Light first gathered around their hands 


and gradually grew to engulf them. This time it kept growing 
in intensity and size far longer than during the previous 
attempts. When the light faded it wasn't Saturos and 
Menardi standing in the clearing, but a two headed dragon 
in their place. 


The beast stood perfectly still for a moment before both 
heads slowly began to move, asynchronously and in a jittery 
manner. One of the heads produced a small fireball that 
faded before it could even hit the grass. Then it made 
another attempt and launched a significantly bigger fireball 
right at the rock in the clearing. The impact caused the 
stone to glow red hot. At that point a burst of light engulfed 
the beast and quickly faded, this time leaving Saturos and 
Menardi sprawled on the grass. Both of them were out of 
breath and wore expressions of surprise on their faces. 


"We... We actually did it?" Saturos gasped. 


Menardi blinked several times before she finally spoke. "That 
was very different from how | expected it to be. It was almost 
as if |," she paused searching for the right words, "I couldn't 
feel myself." 


"Perhaps that is the point. After all it's a fusion, a 
combination of energies." He scratched his head as he 
pondered his most recent experience. "Maybe that's what 
we need to work on. If we both were trying too hard to 
control our own portion of the energy rather than allowing it 
to merge..." 


"But we managed to do it, at least briefly." There was a 
gleam in Menardi's eyes. "And here | thought that the 
requirement for a close relationship was mere exaggeration. 
| guess | must like you a lot more than | let on." Menardi 
reached for Saturos's hand and squeezed it. 


"| guess that's true for the both of us then," Saturos 
chuckled. 


Truth be told he hadn't exactly been fond of her in the 
beginning. Her temper had seemed most like trouble and 
her occasional bossy ways rubbed him the wrong way. By 
the first time they reached Sol Sanctum he had reached a 
more neutral opinion. After the harrowing events that took 
place inside she was the only one he could count on, not 
that it was by choice but it had affected the relationship 
nonetheless. By the time of their second visit there was none 
he'd rather trust with his life. 


He wasn't one to speak much of such feelings out loud and 
neither was she. But hearing that she felt similarly about 
him filled him with a strangely energizing glow of content. 


A small smile appeared on Menardi's face. "I'm glad you're 
the one | got stuck with." 


Saturos also smiled. "Yes, me too." 


